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Theatre. Every once in a while, one of our dramatic
critics will have a look at New York or Moscow and
return to enquire in print why our dramatists are so
lacking in originality and vitality. Nevertheless, that
will probably not prevent him from waiting with a
club for any little experiment to show its nose. Here,
then, was a Theatre that was badly in need of experi-
ment, and here was the experiment.

The second reason had to do with the sad times in
which we live. Ever since last September the London
public had been living in a state of tension, taut with
anxiety in a darkening tragic world* It needed release,
and we hoped that if this production were successful,
it would help people to obtain release. Yes, catharsis
was the word* I, for one, was not against people
trying to forget their troubles and anxieties and all
the steadily accumulating horrors of life in the
Twentieth Century in any bit of theatrical triviality
they fancied. I am all for fun and nonsense, in or out
of the theatres. But it is obviously stupid and
dangerous for people who are beginning to think and
feel tragically to pass all their leisure hours in a tiny
tinsel world, If we could take their minds away from
their own immediate concerns and yet at the same
time make them feel deeply in the playhouse, provide
them with a searching experience, then we might do
them all a power of good, and at the same time clear a
way through the thickening jungle of mass-produced